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We talked a great deal about the War. He knew of the
impending attack which subsequently was the Battle of Loos.
He drew diagrams on the sand to make me understand the
position of the battle fronts. He seemed extraordinarily
interested in the technical side; moreover, he loved his men
and appeared in every way to be a keen soldier. Perhaps it
was the Irish blood in him as well as a violent reaction against
the life he had been forced into. One can imagine how hateful
that had been if even war in the trenches was better in com-
parison ! His firm, of which he was still a partner and in which
he had placed all his hard-earned savings, was already on
the verge of bankruptcy. He saw the end of that life, and
the futility of it, but he was young enough still to discount
his loss. He promised that if he survived he would not return
to the City, but rather would he go to Canada and try something
new, But, what was the use of planning ? He was sure that
for him there would be no " after the war."
" If I am killed "—and he knew he would be—" have you
faced what you will do ? "
" I never face anything until it faces me/' I answered.
In the village church he selected the place for his memorial,
and then when time was up I accompanied him across the
garden.   He would not let me take him to the station, so we
said good-bye at the gate, shook hands and parted.   Those
war days were so tense one seemed too heroic to be human,
it was like playing* a set part in a great company of actors.
Sometimes it was a big part, sometimes it was insignificant,
but all the time it was the part that others had just played
and were going to play.   And no one stood up in revolt nor
said, " My God, we won't stand any more of this ! "   No one
questioned whether the play could be acted in any other way
and, because mass opinion obliterates individual opinion,
those whom we loved we urged on to the slaughter.   And it
was considered right and moral and we took unto ourselves
all the airs of heroism for doing so.   It was lawful that men
should die in this way, but suicide still remains unlawful!
How absurd we must seem in the eyes of the gods 1

